I make changes in my manuscripts. I correct, I insert,
I cut, and so on. She used to type off the newly-written
pages, often illegibly scrawled and interlined. She used to
tear out the old pages and instead to fasten in with a brass
paper-fastener the new pages she had just copied. It was
I who taught her how to do it without tearing either the
thin onionskin or the cover. I used to be very skilful at
it. In my student days I bound all my own books. Wanda
was a long time learning this bookbinder's knack from
me, but eventually she could do it incomparably better
and faster than I. Now I insert the rewritten pages in the
script myself. But she jogs my elbow, and I either tear
the paper near the fastener, or else punch the cover in
the wrong spot. Once a brass paper-fastener cut my left
forefinger. The doctor told me to paint it with iodine,
bandage it, and wear a rubber stall for a few days.
Nothing of the sort had ever happened to me before.

The new English translations of my old plays are copied
in septuplicate by hired typists, of course with many
mistakes. In the old days I used to correct the mistakes
in the first copy, meanwhile making new small changes
and cuts. Then Wanda would correct the other six sets
from the first one in her tiny, round, copperplate writing,
with the most pedantic care. (Pedantry was not her nat-
ural way; this was why I was so pleased that she could
make such an eif ort for me.) Lately I have had several old
plays typed, and now I correct the six copies myself.
Wanda almost maliciously interferes with my hand, and
succeeds in making me forget to correct some mistakes,
commit new ones, and often cut not the line I want but
the one below it. Wanda still wants to correct my manu-
scripts herself.
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